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fair, and very good-looking, and wears an air of
being quite at home in a palace* Next to him is the
niece* On my right is a tall, thin woman with a
face which is long and rather stupid, and crowded
with a mass of light brown hair which is going
grey* She is a woman of title, perhaps brought
in to add distinction to the party, and who has a
bitter tongue when she chooses to use it* At the
end of the table is a captain in a line regiment,
who is a dark, thick-set, somewhat stolid person,
with a clipped moustache and a pair of grey eyes
which twinkle*
Sherry is now produced, and whilst it is being
drunk most of the other tables near-by fill up, and an
animated murmuring rises up on all sides* Our
hostess, taking in the turn-out and behaviour of all
the new-comers, throws out remark after remark,
either to the naval officer or myself*
Did we go to the races at the Marsa that
afternoon ? Was not the dust too awful ? What
band was going to play to us ? Then, laying a hand
on my arm in some excitement, she says :
"Look! Who is that girl who has just come in
with Commander-----? I saw her at the races today/*
I look in the direction indicated and, seeing
who the girl is, I smile*
"My dear lady! Didn't you know? That's
his wife/'